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surrounding country. Early on the morning of the
third day we reached the top of the Canyon. After
leaving my things at the El Tovar, I came out of the
hotel keeping my eyes glued to the ground so that
the moment I came to the brink the Grand Canyon
might flash on my sight in all its majesty and
mystery in one memorable mass-effect. I had hardly
taken a dozen steps when by some invisible power
the earth of a sudden seemed to be split in twain
and there at my feet yawned ominously a desolate,
desiccated under-world of immeasurable vastness
and abysmal depth with mighty mountains rived
and fissured to their bases and hacked and hewn at
top into cones and spires, turrets and pyramids
which receded in endless procession far, far away to
the uttermost horizon. It was indeed a panorama
to stir the dullest imagination: but on an imagina-
tion such as that of the Americans it was bound to
make a tremendous effect. And so it did, for there
the wonder-seeking brotherhood stood with their
hats pushed back and their hands thrown up in all
sorts of ludicrous postures and looked down into
the grey profundity of the Canyon with gaping
mouths and dilated eyes. " Some sight/' said one;
" Simply indescribable/' remarked another; " Grand
show, sir, grand," exclaimed a third; while a man
from one of the Southern States turned round to me
and questioned, " Well, sir, what do you think of
our Canyon? It does seem as though the Creator
did it just to show what He could do when He tried."
I was so taken by the novelty of the last remark that
I could not help remarking myself, " Indeed, sir, this